* - J,he jhtijtoric 

No,yet time femes, wherein you may redeem^ 

Y our banifht honors, and r ellore your felues. 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe t 
llcuenge the ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Of tins proud king, who Audios day and night 
To anfvverc all the dehchc owes toy ocf^ 

Euen with the bloody payment ofyour deaths : 
Therefore I fay, 

W'or. Peace coofen, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe afecret booke. 

And to your quicke conceiumg difconterits 
He reade you matter deepe and dangerous, 
Asfull orperili and aduenterous dpirit. 

As to o’revvalke a Current roring lowd. 

On the vnfte'dfaft footing of a fpeare. 

Hot. If lie fall m,good-night,or lincke,or fwim. 
Send danger fro m the Eaft vnto the W eft. 

So honor crofle it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : O the bloud more ftirs 
T o roufe a ly on than to f lait a hare, 

Korth, Imagination of lome great exploit 
t C Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 


And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks, 

So he t hat doth redeeme her thence might wears 
Without corriuall all her dignities: 

But out vponthis halfefac’cfellowfhip. 

W r ar t He apprehends a world of figures here, 

But not the forme of what he fhould attend. 

Good coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I trie you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe lame noble Scots that are yotirprifoners 
Hot. I!e keepe them all} 

By God he ihall not haue a Scot of them, 

No. if a Scot would lane his foul? he ihall not, 

ik 
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k F' By heatien me thmkes it were an cahe leape* 

T o plucke bright honor from the palefac" d Moone A 
Or diue mtothe‘bortome of the deepe, 

Where fadome line could neuer touch the prouiidi 


■ vf Jhiwry the fourth* 

lie keepe them by this hand, 

W'er. You hart away, 

And lendho care vnto mypurpoles: 

Th.cfe prifoners you fhall keepe. 

Her, Nay, I will: that’s flat : .• __ 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer, 

But 1 will finde him when he lies aflecpe. 

And in his earelfe hollow Mortimer : . 

Nay,ile haue a ftarlmg flialbe taught to .peakc 
Nothing but Mortimer,and giue it him 
Tokeepe his anger ftillm motion. 

fTor, Heare you coofen, a word. 

Hot. Allftudies herelfolemnlydefle, — 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bullmgbrooke, 

Andthatfamefword and buckler prince of Wales,- 
ri , f Butthatl thinke his fatiierloues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fomc mi f chance : 

I would haue him poifoned with a pot of Ale* 

IHor. Farewell kinfman, lie talkc to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Hot. Why what a waJpe* tongue and impatient foole 
Ait thou? to breake into this w omans moode. 

Tying tliine care to no tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot . Why Iooke you, I am whiptand lcour’gd with ro ^ s $ 
Netled ,and ftung with pilmircs,when I heare 
Of this vile polititian Bullingbrooke, 

In R ichards time, what do you call the place i 
A plague vpon iritis in Gloccfterfliire; 

T’was wliere the mad-cnp duke his vnclc kept 
His vnde Y orke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this kmg of fmijes,this Bullingbrooke: 

Zblood, when you and lie came backe from Rauenfpurgh. 

Uor. At Darkly caffe. Hot. You lay true. 

Why what a Candy deale ofeurtefie, 

I i-’s fawning greyhound rhen did proffer me, 
t Eookt when Jus infant fortune, came to age, 

And gentle HarrvPcfcyiand kind itoolen:, 

C Othe 
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